ar saw it, was 


wyis Dem ; 


A long. low re 
werful 10 every 
rather than stood be seiner: Among the 
the contest soon to _ en the #8 aks 
other “seep ene. maskig strength with 
ernie of outline, some hein er 
ny aa shining metal oT raed é ee 
athiete’s lightness, this one Showed a 
alien. 

Round. the other ca 
vibrated; this one stoo 

ficient. 
Oa The knot of onlookers drew back respect- 
fully before the young driver, famous in 
motor-racing circles in spite of his scant 
twenty-three years; a slight, straight figure 
in his close-fitting khaki uniform with across 
the shoulders the name of the car he drove. 


rs swarms of mechanics 
d untouched and self- 


“What do you think of it, Delmar?” ven- _ 


tured a mechanic, who sat before the tent 
in a camp-chair. 

“It's a beauty,” was the terse reply. 
“What have you done to your arm?” 

The man glanced down ruefully at the 
bandages. 

“I'm out of the races; some one else has 
got to go with Laurence, 
an hour 
fell.” 


‘Taat's the third it’s sent to the hospital, 


since we brought it h , ‘ 
ePLy § ere this mor ” ob- 
served another, ; wPIDS ob 


Before Delmar could 


ago and the car caught me as it 


hi. answer, the driv : 
the black “ahs , the driver of 
aiaed P- ar came quietly out of the tent and 
ice bcs: about his shoulders 
: FOt vou weren’t qe 
* * . Con + 93 
chided, in caressing cao over,” he 


we'd be ca | 
‘ess called to practise befo 


aa re you got 
The other : 
fense. 


smiled a little, but made no de- 


a You <a : 
fed me. to flatter your meckincn 
: ; Sippel 6 


ce leads up to : 
victory is to the swift. 


The jack slipped 


“T thought _ 


‘ pairs are neede 
_ Delmar turn 
exp a 


and over the 


Laurence? It’s the fastest thin 
they tell me. 7 
“Oh, it’s fast,” Laurence 
out enthusiasm. “If you wht 
good driving or because an a 
us out. But I’m glad you'ye , 
with me.” 
“You're glad oe 
Before the sparkling astop 


5 


s 


| 3? 
raillery of his glance, Laurence’s dug 
face lightened to a smile, but with. 
ing in meaning. a 
“Tm glad you're driving ay 
not team-mate with me on thi 
peated deliberately. } 
64 Why? bb) : 
A man had come up w 
speaking and had busied h 
taching the row of red tail-] 
rear of the car, in readiness 
race. a 
As Delmar put his question, 
sharp clink of breaking glass, a 
and the workman rose with 
dripping blood from a long 
“The machine lurched,” he 1 
the others sprang forward, — 
on the lamp when she h 
broke the thing against my he 
arag—” — ~ 3 
“You'd better go over t 
vised Delmar, already bindi 
chief about the wound. | 
with him, boys, and ge 
car can’t be braked, - 
"Oh yes, it 18275 
“That’s the fourth — 
Yesterday when Rivers 
me—had it out on th 
the fence and wre 
he’s sore yet. And it] 


| mot crazy, Delmar. That machine 
-hungry. The race isn’t even started 
en knows what it will do before 
1 know what you think—” 

s clear laugh rang out across the 


hink ? I think you've been dining on the 
there in the grand stand—I think 
sn yourself a melancholy dyspep- 
me, confess; you’ve done what we 
the last Beach race: lived on -thunks 

ie snatched at intervals, until you 
hoodoo cars and devil machines.” 
bs.” 
DS? 


“ 


Certainly. Your mechanics 
_been clumsy, no doubt; and as for 
s, I told him he’d break his neck, if 
mt mind his curves better. Walk down 
ce with me; you need a change, 
rack won't be ready for half an 


afraid you wouldn’t get here to 
ne,” said Laurence slowly. ‘“ The 
ou would recharge a battery, as 
‘said the last time you were out. I 
have been queer, since I’ve been 
this thing. I'll come, but not to 
I want you to meet some one over 
grand stand.” — 
t fixed his long-lashed, singularly 
acent eyes upon his companion; eyes 
ant, gold-flecked amber which had 
a place in the annals of track gossip 
1 expression of their owner’s vivid 
f being alive. 
?” he queried. * 


nd the clubhouse, 
across the rows of 
1 along the fence, 
restless crowds. 
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lovely color ran up to 


with Jack Leland. 
. Laurence’s name—® 
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“Elsie, this is Louis Delmar,” he an- 
nounced. “Miss Leland and her brother, 
Delmar.” 

The young girl in white linen held out 
her hand, lifting to Deimar a fair, utterly 
feminine face of soft curves and delicate 
lights. Under her wide hat, her rippling 
blond hair parted across a candid brow 
that confirmed the innocent freshness of her 
red mouth; she was faintly flushed under 
the fire of attention leveled on the group, yet 
in spite of herself the same intentness of 
interest and admiration shone in the dark- 
blue eyes she raised to the racer’s. 

“IT want to hope that both you and Mr. 
Laurence will win,” she said. “But I don’t 
know how.” . 

Delmar murmured some reply, looking at 
her. When he turned to shake hands with 
her brother, a boy of nineteen, it was with 
the vague sensation of finding all life flat 
and savorless in comparison with the un- 
attainable. 

“You could have done that last year, 
when he and I were driving together,” 
Laurence supplied. “Wish us both good 
luck this time; we’ll need it.” 

“You meant that, last night—about you 
car?” she asked quickly. | 

He let his gaze fall to the training-camps 
opposite. 

“T don’t know what I meant,” he con- 
fessed. “Nothing, I guess. I’ve been with 
Delmar for the last half hour; nobody is 
ever gloomy round him. But the car has 
spent the day smashing things.” A 

“Tt’s getting ready to smash records, 
comforted Delmar. “I’m afraid he 1s going 
to leave us behind him, Miss Leland, with- 
out a chance.” 

“Really?” she doubted. 

“Really. You have seen motor races be- 
fore?’ 


“Once; I saw you win the Long Island 


road race last spring.” 


he exclaimed in- 


“ And I did not know!” 
voluntarily. 


She regarded him, surprised, and the 


her forehead. 
i e 
“J am glad you are helping Mr. som cer 
‘mcelf.” she’ said, after a moment. 
to be himselt, ~ : ; wi 
‘Those stories of his car— pre 
“His car is mechanically perfect, ae 
4 d quietly, and moved -to sp 
mar reassured quicuy, 


, 3 to 
As a rebuke he accepted her return 


‘nder that his ex- 
ies gallantry for 


ad verged too near 


clamation h of his friend. 
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breathlessly.“ Delmar , there 
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Me put it on before 
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‘ hair bes! gpeech 1 the black c ICS gone Ot ‘a 
ook the ‘ | gen =f yar round the MidtK Car at t] Utene The . 
j age ide 0 d's dit ss he leaned | od th 
ihe bant he sit | but as he leaned to put e 
aml yk # hat. a on 
iN fe. hero-w! er <n ist struck some project; 
te the be} | tiste et tt gains the ag Brien was duke eae of he 
sant gases OBC poland HY > og, ; he brittl lolent] + 
iden | Coney 7"). negr-by = - hood, the brittle meta] Snanni 28a 
The towers © , fram te eae FOCE ed, it My sleeve caught and PPing, | 
ky; dusk stole UF oy Lauren“ wwhat ay nee eee el Jerkeq » 
F “We must go other's 4 > Jac explained, staring oddly ees : 
hing to ouch . t 0 f [low charm. “Tt s—nothing: Vly ce a 7 
FEU e aK apuuly Re. 
re you dreaming | Ys. five mil to-morrow. Go on to your car 7% ney a 
AFC rou rard fron l ar, e] rh, 
pasn't spoken to Sf h steady Te + his But Delmar moved nearer. Mar 
Delm ir snat¢ e id gave the juestiont té You are not yourself to-nj or 
* 7? 11e a * t o 1 ” ieee ‘ 
the gitl’s protile that mu- he declared, in a carefy] underin” Liege 
cordial smile. ... }igtening to » Rivers take the first run,” Che 


a fas. 
“Not much, | wondering what it was 


‘- I believe, 22 Oe ae 

vt Don't you know?” cri¢ 

fully. “The last rage 

“Tve been driving, south. ss soined ‘i 
The boy held up his finger 4 

air with his subdued tenor. 


Gee, I wish that I had a ‘ 
Like the other fellows had. 
Same one to make @ fuss oe 
And cheer me up when I feel sad. 
“hei I’m lonesome, awful lonesome, 
Gee, I wish I had a girl. 


Pe 


Delmar’s startled eyes encountered me 

“Let us go back,” he urged abruptly. 
«T aurence, 1 must £0; I’ve been away too 

ow.” 
he shook hands with Leland, and Elsie 
also held out her hand to him. Rat 

“T do wish you good luck,” she said with 
sweet frankness. “You don’t think it 1s 
true—what they say of the black car?” 

“No, surely. That would be to call it 
alive,” 

She shook her head, her eyes widening 
slowly; suddenly he realized how small 
and softly fragile she was. 

“It seems, all those throbbing, pulsing 
cars seem alive. Please do not laugh; they 
seem alive tome. Good-by.” 

He looked across to where the black car 
es as he, descended the steps, but 
at Wigs Wi tohiad So than ean 
reached the ek pene Pee tie 

“See what she gave me,” he laughed 


never was any 


one like her! Between you two a blue devi] 


can't make good,” 


He held up a radiat 
é | or ca hi 
arene Uny grotesque igen Rahat 
ilhken for good luck, Come help 


yOu go to your camp.” 


“T’ll do nothing of the kia 
Rivers isn’t fit. I want to let 4;° Bes 
shoulder all he can. Good-by nn Pest 

“Tm sure to win with Elsie y bt : 
added teasingly. “Why haven in 
one watching you, Louis Delmgy> You 

Already a step away, Delmar pay 


Oh, I wish that I had a gir Bt 


he hummed under his breath, — 
The two faces bright with laughter 
fection, they exchanged a last glance 
After a while the search-lights garea_ 
around the track, the first cars flash 
circle the course in mock practise 
‘rivalry. Ngee 4 
Steadily the murmuring crowds ow 
through every channel. Sweeping | t 
the paddock, Delmar sought in ya a 
Elsie Leland and her brother in tha 
palpitant mass. Bagee 2 
When the harshly i 


nounced the start of the aa 
each of the shuddering, fire-t 
drawn up in line had learned o1 
was no car present so fast as L 
black racer. And Laurence knew it, 

Raising his mask. for some 
showed a face flushed with exci 
anticipated victory just as a report 
light glared out. So much Del 
then the start sounded and all thot 
bent on the task at hand. : 
_ Three times the black car led t 
Ing group past the grand stand, 
mar’s exquisite skill snatched the 
the turns and held the adavntage by 
ing the feat at each curve. 

The ten competing drivers were 4 
ans; there was no confusing novelty " 
in the rush past the delirious crowds 
stand, the long stretches on the ot 
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THE 


re only their own uproar broke the night 
), or the sliding plunge around the dead- 
irves on the east and west. 
hey started at half past eight. By mid- 
F the lead had changed a dozen times; 
Delmar was holding it when one of his 
‘blew out with a sibilant crack, sending 
reeling to the side. 
he slowed down and his mechanician 
‘to signal their camp to make ready for 
irs, the black car roared past, followed 
fhe pack. 
Laurence is driving to gain laps,” the 
hanician called, as they limped, three- 
led, into the paddock. 
Je mar nodded coolly, though chafing at 
d Belay. But when he stilled ‘his car, when 
“swarm of eager workmen flung them- 
upon it, the long shout of the people 
ze one and all to immobility. 
[he harsh alarm signal shrieked out over 
‘tumult, mingling with the tinkle of the 
ephone in the hospital-tent. 
“Number five is over on the east curve!” 
ed a man running by with a lantern. 
Laurence is through the fence over there!” 
Delmar leaned against his machine, lights 
1 shadows blurring. 
j “Get on with our tire,” the mechanician 
red, curtly savage. ‘We can’t help the 
h over there, can we? Get busy—that 
ack car was slated to kill somebody to- 
th rt. ”? 
He glanced at his chief as he spoke, well 
mowing, as all knew, of the friendship. But 
mar said nothing. When the tire was re- 
laced, driver and assistant took their seats 
s before. 

“Only, instead of going direct to the track, 
Jelmar halted before the returned ambu- 
MACE 
' “Laurence?” he asked, quite steadily. — 
. The surgeon answered with equal brevity: 
“Instantly killed; The man with him mall 
et well.” 
z And the car?” 

' So unexpected was the question, so ap- 
Da parently callous, that the surgeon recoiled a 


oc 


i Gite 


step. 

_ “I heard them say. it could not be fixed 
for several days,” he said dryly. “It will 
not be in your way to-night. Get out of the 
path, please.” 

E Delmar pushed aside. the folds of linen 
hading his face from the night wind; his 
nips lifted over his white teeth, his amber 
hard ed and eee through the dim 
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IXvery vivid line of expression made the 
young face a mask less of grief than con- 
centrated hate—hate toward something on 
ahead in the dark. And as they drove out 
on the course, the mechanician saw Delmar 
was looking where men dragged the black 
car aside; looking with unflinching fixity. 

At half past eight on the following night, ' 
Louis Delmar was announced as winner of 
the twenty-four-hour race. 

The day after that, it was made pablid that 
he had signed a contract with the Swift 
Company to drive the black car in all events, 
taking the place held by Laurence. 


It was inevitable that séme reporter should 
catch the paddock gossip of the sinister car, 
sooner or later. A week after Laurence’s 
death, the newspapers had made the super- 
stition known all over the country. 

People read, shrugged, or shuddered ac- 
cording to temperament, and might have 
forgotten, if they had been given time. But 
there was no time, for the black car gave 
none. : 

It was the racing season; from west to 
east, north to south, one event was cata- 
logued after another. 

“i What contests do you think best to enter 
the machine for?” the delighted company 
had asked Delmar the day he signed with 
them. 

“All,” had been the laconic reply. 

They did enter it for all of sufficient im- 
portance, and the game commenced. 

Time after time Delmar drove the black 
car to victory on track or road. Race after. 
race the car left behind it a record of maimed - 
and wounded mechanics or disabled assist- 
ants. So surely as any one except its master 
driver took it out, even in the street, there 
was some disaster great or small. 

But it never injured itself, and, though it 
brought Delmar within touch of death a 
dozen times, under his hand there was never 
an accident. 

“That is magnificent, but it isn’t racing,” 
paraphrased a keen-eyed veteran of the 
tracks when he once saw Delmar descend 
from the victorious car after a six-hour 
road-race, too exhausted to stand alone. 

And Delmar, hearing, answered: 

“No, it’s a duel.” 

There was no.car so closely watched upon 
the courses; a morbid interest followed it. 
Men used to bet upon how long Delmar 
could last. He knew it, and laughed. 

The next race at the beach was the first 
time the car entered for a twenty-four-hour 
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e's <ome death at 
‘contest since Laurence 5 gruesom 


lace. ive 
paged a have to find some ae aes ie 
with me,’ Was Delmar 's only cass >] for a 
“ % keep the wheel 10F 
he was told. I cant keep 
‘oht : ay. ao ~ 
eo hastened the ears me 
cials, ignoring the significance of the fr 
scott the victories were attached to ra 
make, and the sinister personality to tne 
single car, their profits were enormous from 
the affair. 

A heavy gray fog overlay 
on the first morning Delmar 
beach motordrome. Driving was 
until the air should clear; there was 
do but think. It was early, and few 
companions had yet arrived. 

Very listlessly Delmar surveyed the dim 
course, his eyes reflecting the somber chill of 
the atmosphere. Once he glanced at the east 
curve, and then the glint that crossed his 
expression was neither happy nor pleasant. 

Some one was calling him, calling in a 
fresh, strong, young voice. Rousing abrupt- 
ly, Delmar turned, and saw Jack Leland 
hurrying through the mist. - | 

“T said we were your friends,” the boy 
declared, resolute, yet a trifle shy, “and they 
let us come in. We saw you go in yourself. 
You don’t mind? Elsie didn’t want to come 
-—but I made her.” 
na Mind?” echoed Delmar slowly. “ Mind? 
You're only too good to remember me. Your 
sister—”’ 


the countryside 
went out to the 
abandoned 
little to 
of his 


Across the stretch of wet grass he saw her 


again, her rose-colored gown flower - like 
against the dull background, her soft, candid 
face turned smilingly to him. 

The tragic image of her that had walked 
his fancy by night fell from his sight forever; 
- gio reality rose up in place of his 
1s10n Of her weeping for her | 
oe left him lead gg sa Bas 

“You will forgive Jack,” sh 
almost timidly, as ae paged, 
eae y, as they met. “He so wanted 

a | 5 
me Shag! dared hope you were like this.” 

id. “T have pictured you eve 4 
except this since that night.” Sieh eiabc! 

She drew her f ee 
shed ; hgers aw 

€d no explanation. 


t * ] s s | , * ] 


mediate time ooked older than the j 
= inter- 
eyes under ranted the brilli icy of ret 


Not so certain 
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oe after a ows Car hep oul 
“Ves: will you ces an 
If he were andtions am Pek. 
was unresistant. ” cep 
Leland with hla Walkeg 

“To-day Jack ha Be 
to spend it on the — hon lida 
we meant to go to Cone ‘Te 
crowds came. But in da ui 

cy : 5in 

You spend his holidays tog 

“ Always. We are chum tog 

She smiles up at the bo wee 

“T have no one except - : 
track; no kith or kin,” ae 

Bk haeses ead I have only eac 
the aunt with whom we liye 
more fortunate than you,” * 

Before his reply a dark 
through the mist ahead; another 
black car crouched in their path 

“Have you found any one to q 
twenlty-four-hour race with you ! 
asked presently. a 

“After a good deal of troubl 
pany have,” Delmar answered, ; 
one to do that.” r 

“Tt is true, then; all said of t 
pressed, avidly curious. 

“ All racing-machines have so1 
The newspapers make the most 
But she is—unfortunate.” 

“Vou are not afraid,’ Elsi 
one stating a fact dreamily w 

“No. I sought the duel mysel. 

The duel! SS 

The odd phrase held her attent 
ing to lend by inference ‘an uncanm 
intelligence to the dark car. 

There had been no one near th 
now a tall figure moved by, Deir 
off reverie and called a summons 

“George, have you time to si 
mirer your car?” he asked. ~ 
wants to meet you.” 

As the other driver ¢ | 
the necessary presentation t0 
Was no need to say more OF 7 aaae 
request. Openly smiling, the a 
George passed a hand through 
and bore him away. w ost 

But as the mist closed DeOW™ 

ong # 


ame ovels 


tled notes of a popular > 
ingly back— 


h: 


Gee, I wish th 


Delmar moved sharply fp 


7 remembering. They were left quite alone, 
Seemed round with gray air. 

» “You shivered—you are cold?” he said 
ES suddenly. 

' She shook her blond head, speaking as 
: _ quietly and with uncertair breaks. 

_ “No. I was thinking of all the people that 
3 ear has hurt, and the stories of it. You do 
~ not believe those things, because you drive it. 
Or perhaps you do not care. They say that 
you laugh always and are gay—forgive me, 
_ but “al do not look so happy.” 

: miss Laurence all the time,” he stated 
simply, and turned his face from the black 
machine. 

~ Her soft mouth bent grievedly, but she did 
not shrink from the name as one reminded 
_ of the loss of all things. f 

' “If I drive his car, it is because I hate 
. he resumed, after an instant, the slip 
; Steel on steel in his accents. “If it is a 
malignant thing striving to injure all who 
touch it, my greater evil will beats it down. 

_ “If it is strong in hatred, I am stronger. 
I do not say this incredible fancy is true—I 
laughed at Laurence for hinting so—but I 
ifs Tam that machine’s master. I know 
: each time I take seat and wheel, and feel 
Boticling i in sullen submission to me. ” 

He stopped, and his eyes met hers almost 
iantly, as though he half expected to hear 
r ridicule him—or at the least to censure 
n kindly enough for foolhardiness. But 
did not speak; her color faded a little, 
ao her ¢ eyes aes read | more than he dared 


he eT r voice seemed to come oboe 


es oe are i beave, » she said. “And 
Fran. ‘Laurence’s yarns SO 


| ‘ge fa” ed 
r nip her so suddenly that she 
ed 1 to face him squarely. He could 
ere tears'in her eyes. 
ve thought of you— Will you let 
your home, and see if you can 
(am know car ‘There is a 
Ds 3 susie think you 


5 datos you saw me,” 
v you thought I was 
rer inde ome ni i “ 
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He caught both her hands, and they stood 
motionless before one another. With the 
clearing weather, the myriad sounds of the 
paddock revived about them; down the line 
some one started a motor, cheerful voices 
called back and forth. 

“To-night,” he began happily. — * 

They had much to learn of each other. 
It was new to Elsie to see Delmar in con- 
ventional dress instead of the khaki driving- 
costume; new to Delmar to see her in the 
gracious home setting of the little flat, where 
her utter femininity of type showed its best. 
And all learned was so delightful. 

On the second evening they announced 
their betrothal to her aunt and young Leland. 
What was there to wait for, since they were 
certain of one another? They wanted all the 
world to know, in their mutual pride of con- 
quest. And they passed at once into the 
closest companionship, seizing each hour to 
spend together. 

All Delmar’s old joyousness rose and 
poured its sparkling elixir along his veins, 
in those days, until men turned on the street 
to gaze after hm, so vivid was his face and 
bearing, his very step. 

Those who knew him and knew how 
deadly the plaything he took under his hand 
each hour on the track, watched him almost 
with superstitious awe. 

Two days before the race, he came to the 
flat in the morning, khaki-clad once more, 

“Tve got to be at the course,” he ex- 
plained to the girl, as they stood in the tiny 
hall, her hands on his shoulders. “We 


won't see each other until night, unless . 


you'll come with me. Will you? You can 
have the grand stand all to yourself.” 

“T’'d love to. Jack is busy— 

“We don’t need Jack, Miss Leland; 
we're engaged.” He held up her left hand to 
show the diamond he had set there, mocking 
her with caressing eyes. “Come, I've 
brought my own roadster for you; do you 
know you're going to marry a professional 
driver, and you’ve never yet been in a motor- 
car with him?” 

Laughing she ran to get her hat and 

il. 

7% was -a wissterted day. There were 
manv of the racing drivers who saw the 

Y ; tiringly watching Del- 
young girl in white untiringty pe (ea 
mar with her proud, shining eyes, am 


, hotel for lunch, 
D pants took her to a seaside 
their first meal alone together; and when 


they returned che held quite a little recep-~ 


tion as his companions ae 
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Afterward she went back to 
maneuvers with the black car. 

When the afternoon was so far advanced 
that all the cars had retired to their train- 
ing-camps, Delmar was startled by a light 
touch upon his arm. 

“I*came over with Mr, Ge 
plained merrily, 


watch his 


orge,”’ Elsie ex- 
“Louis, I want some- 
thing; I want you to take me round the 
course in your racing car,” 

“ Elsie!” 


“Why not? You need not go ve 


ry, very 
fast. I want to feel that I have been where 
you: go, to sit beside you like your me- 
thanic.”’ 


“Please do not ask me that, Elsie.” 

“ But why? Has the mech 
there ever been hurt?” 

“ Not when he was wit 
unguardedly. 

“Well, I shall be with you.” And as he 
still hesitated, “ Louis, the reason I am not 
afraid to have you drive, is because I truly 
believe you are that car’s master, as you said. 
If you will not take me I shall know you 
think it is too dangerous and that you really 
cannot control the car enough to trust me 
there—and I believe it will kill me to watch 
you race.” 

There was 


anic who rides 


h me,” he admitted 


nothing more to be said. 

“It is not that, but the feeling I cannot 
bear the thing to touch you,” he yielded 
with reluctance. “| can take care of you, 


and the car, but I’d rather keep you apart. 
if T must-—° 


She nodded, her rose 
again, and went fearlessly toward the car. 

“Crank it,” Delmar curtly bade a work- 
man standing by, and took his own seat be- 
fore lifting Elsie beside him. 

She took off her hat and tossed it on the 
grass, winding her vei] round her face and 
fluttering golden hair; looking up at her 
lover with frankly adoring eyes the while, 

“Do ‘our mechanic?” she 
laugh a strap about her 
shght her to the seat. 

Delmar smiled, but his €xpression was 
grave. Men came to tent doors as the black 
Car passed, Staring and poj 
turming in tj 


“petal face clear 


: The dea 
ush of air, th 
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of the destructio; 
left her dazed. ” 

When they swung into tig 
paddock—for he made the ciz 
—she was very Willing t at 

“You were frightened >» 
tioned anxiously, feeling 

She smiled, Shaking 

“No, no; not with 
cold; the car went so fast!» 

In fact, dusk was at hand ._ 
wind rising from the ocean, Hee bs 
her light gown, then went inte ant 

Coat of his 0 ‘the 


procure a long fe. 
iscarded hat. bose Sy 


1 this cap. 


pinned on her d 
“Your coat? 


OW would 4 ay 
“ Never mind; you had your = 
have mine. Play it was NEXt weep? 


were married.” 
“Next week ! Oh!” 

€ paused in Wrapping the 
and caught her glance, 
“Will you Marry me 
when this race iS over?” ae 
“If you want me to,” she «up 
exquisitely timid. 
The drive home w 


k, Gj 
pipinst 


4 Phe 
\) 4 " 
4 Fi} 
: 


next week 


: : as the keyst 
day’s built-up delights, The | 
ices in motoring passed Delm 


as he loitered through the ], mg 
one hand over both Elsie’s while 
their radiant plans. aM 
“You will not take me all ay 
Aunt Susy and Jack?” she ventur 
“I want them, too,” he answ 
“T have been 
kinsfolk now. 
to your 


tance.”’ 


“Well, he’ll have to come 
They were so happy, it: 
When, home finally reached, the 
night in the hall, something like 
ored the cheeks and lips ¢ 
nished the golden-bronze of 
eyes. ae 
“You'll watch me, : 
night?” he demanded. — 
“I will,” she promised. 
Cannot hurt you.’ > "ye 
There was a primeval 
sion in the kiss they 
If the black car ac 
‘it acknowledged no D 
tranquilly breakfas 
there burst an ex 
“Come down 


out,” implored the ag 
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swift Company. “She seems to be all right, 
sut how can you tell till she’s been on the 
rack? Don't look like that, Delmar—we’ve 
got a lot on this race! I’ve bet a little on 
you, myself, on the side.” ' 

~ “Jt wasn’t my fault,” shakily asserted the 
other driver for the race., “She twitched, 
Delmar; I'd swear she did.” 
~ Delmér set aside his cup, surveying them. 

“Suppose you tell me what has hap- 
pened,” he suggested impersonally. 

_ “eran into the Alan car—” 

“J did not. Delmar, I took the car out 
to practise— you know I have to do that 
someéetimes—and a lot of the others were out. 
The Alan shed a tire and slowed up just 
ahead of me—I should have got by—I 
‘swear you devil car twitched herself!” 

-~ “You struck it?” 
' “He struck it,” said the manager grimly. 
“He smashed in the Alan’s tank from the rear 
and his exhaust exploded their gasoline all 
over the two men. 
~ “Qh,” as Delmar moved abruptly, “they 
are not badly hurt; Huston is in the hos- 
pital, but he'll drive the Alan to-morrow, 
I’m thinking about our car. It don’t seem to 
be injured, but come try it; no one else can 
hhandle the machine.” 
‘Delmar rose unhurriedly, making no com- 
ent; but the glance he bent on his fellow 
river was steady and very grave. 
_ He was busy at the motordrome until late 
- afternoon a tha ceemeuences of the affair, 
‘though the black car was unhurt. And it was 
sere that a messenger brought him a note 
_ He was not to come that evening, she wrote; 
“no one would be in.the little flat. Her aunt 
‘had insisted that they pay an annual visit 
‘due an out-of-town friend. But she would 
be at the Beach to watch him race on the 
“next night; Jack would take her, since, of 


he signed it, “ Your loving fiancee, Elsie.” 
d underneath: “I love you so much, dear.” 
‘Delmar read, sorely disappointed and 


before the race, treasured the prospect of it all 
‘day as a golden undercurrent of thought. 

- wondered why she could not have come 
did not take part, and so might have 


“ the vague uneasiness ; he reé- 
note. touched his lips like a girl to 
sentence, and went light- 


urse, Louis himself would be busy all-day.” 


illed. He had counted on that last evening, 


z11 

After all, Delmar had little time free be- 
fore sunset again burned gorgeously behind 
the familiar, tumultuous scene at the motor- 
drome. So contagious was his gaiety, so 
airily he tossed back and forth the light badi- 
nage current among these men who were little 
more than boys m years, and who lived in 
the keen air of danger, that all day his com- 
panions clustered round him in laughing 
groups. 

But with approaching darkness they scat- 
tered to their own tents, and Delmar began 
to watch the box he had reserved for Elsie 
and her brother. 

Continuously the crowds surged in, the au- 
tomobiles purred to their places; the two he 
searched for did not come. 

When the hour for the preliminary practise 
arrived, one of the other drivers crossed to 
where Delmar was preparing to start. 

“What’s your car’s list for to-day?” he. 
queried. 

“One of the factory men broke his arm 
cranking it, and a few others caught scratches 
or bruises,” was the cool reply. “Why?” 

The other looked away. 


“Nothing; only— Do you remember how 


good poor Laurence was feeling just before 


he started that night? Remember how he 
looked up laughing just before he put on 
his goggles?” 

“Remember!” Delmar echoed slowly. He 
opened his coat and drew from an inner 
pocket a small leather book. “I’ve carried 
this ever since, George.” 

It was a fragment cut from a newspaper, 
that he gave; the last flashlight picture of 
Laurence at the starting-line, caught with all 
the bright triumph still on his young face. 
In silence the other man returned the worn 
paper and watched its return to its place. 

“They’re fixing the track with wet mud at 
the turns,” he observed irrelevantly. “Take 
care of yourself, Delmar; you’ve been gay as 
a kid all day.” 

When he turned into the course, Delmar | 
again sought Elsie’s face among the people, 
but it was impossible to see across the dark. 

A tremendous roar of applause greeted 
him, as always; the curious or morbid 
climbed on benches and seats to gaze on the 
evil car and its driver. ) 

Half an hour later, when the racers were 
drawn in a throbbing row at the line, in 
looked again at the tiers of the grand ~~ 
This time he saw Jack Leland, leaning over 
the front rail and waving his hat. | 

Delmar raised his hand in swift congo 
and the boy nodded vigorously, pomting bac 
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round he sent the machine into the paddock. 
A stopped pipe,’ he explained to the 

other driver, who ran out to meet him, while 
a swarm of mechanics flung themselves upon 
the car. “JT will be back before it’s ready 
again; I’m going over there.” | 

‘Your hand—” 

Delmar glanced down at his right palm, a 
surface of open blisters. : 

““T lost my glove, and the car steers badly 
to-night,” he said indifferently. ‘‘ No—the 
mechanism jis all right; I mean i 


t pulls and 
jerks. You'd better let it alone until later.” 
“Tm willing, 


” was the dry acknowledg- 
ment. ‘If it hadn’t been for the prestige of 
driving with you, Delmar, Il wouldn't have 
touched the brute. You’re going to get that 
hand tied up, I suppose.” : 

But Delmar did not stop at the white 
hospital-tent. Across the track and up. = 
aisle of the grand stand he went, poy 0 
the murmur following his passage. : sie, 
Flsie,” his pulses wert beating aoe y: 

Jack Leland rose to greet ne a ooo, 
“t Elsie isn’t here yet,” he state nervous 

. d. “She said to wish 
as Delmar halted, amaze 

yo luck, for 


Ae, come. as soon as she could. 


her, and tell you she'd | 
37 . 


Something in the ton: 2 
to catch the boy’s arm and t a 


the nearest electric light. — = 
“You’ve been re 
sake, Jack—” 


Leland broke down b. 
his head against the ed: 
“She said I was 


crying, you! 


yesterday, whel 
had her out 


young girl shi ae 
she smiled up 


ee. ; his voice hoarse in indistinctness ; 
e ousl ¢ * * 
= Tel rere to remedy his mistakes. 
¥ Delmar had n-seven?’? he asked at 
° ’ 
“Jt’'s Jack. Elsie?’ ; 
ai face from the light. 


ae you started for the house even now. 
«she’s unconscious.” 

| Every fiber of the man’s body leaped ach- 
ing to attempt that hopeless dash for the 
” city, to cast aside all for the chance of one 
+ more warm touch of her; every instinct of the 
‘ 


eee 


‘yacing driver’s honor and loyalty rose im- 
-periously up to command his stay. Delmar 
gasped for breath as the struggle wrenched 
It was some fifteen minutes since he had 
eft the paddock. Now, as he leaned against 
the pillar, a familiar sound pierced the mists 
f unbearable pain—the Gatling-like explo- 
‘sions of his own motor. His men had fin- 
ished, and were starting the machine. 
Delmar stood erect, and without fare- 
well or explanation sprang to cross the prom- 
enade and track. Jack called after him, but 
e did not hear. 

‘The substitute driver had the black car at 
é paddock gate when Delmar met him. 
““She was ready, I had to take her,’ he 
shouted, above the roar of the motor. 
“What?” 

_ “Get off,” Delmar repeated distinctly. 

_ The paddock judge and several men had 
some hurriedly over, but he did not heed 
them. The driver obeyed without remon- 
ance, until Delmar took his seat. Then, 
ecovering, he cried out sharply: 

“Delmar, you’re not going unmasked? 
‘And your hand—you’ve no bandage or 
glove! 9 a 

_Delmar answered nothing. His lip lifted 
lightly over his white teeth, his eyes gleamed 
| the dark. | 

po You Struck foul through her,” he was 
ying, unheard of any one, ~ 
2 His mechanician deliberately hooked the 
uhers mask in place, unbidden, as they 
sot into the course; he had accompanied 
Delmar in every race for two years, but he 


was afraid now. 
“Jack Leland, crumpled wretchedly in 
the seat he had crept back to from: sheer hor- 
Tor of being alone in the dark, was roused 


Jater by a hand on his shoulder. 
“What’s wrong with Delmar?” some one 
ed. im George, you know—my car’s 


~in the camp for an hour's repairs. 


“ Blood-hun- 
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Where's 
. i< ?” . 
spay penereel the boy choked, clutching at 
ionship. 
The eradp sie his shoulder tightened. 

“He’s driving to the devil. He has bro- 
ken his own five-mile and mile records al- 
Look—” : 

The three leading cars were tearing down 
the course, almost abreast; the black car 
leaping rather than rolling, it’s driver's un- 
covered, bronze head Navarre-like in the 
center of danger. . 

The crowd rose, delirious, frantic; waving 
flags and handkerchiefs, shouting Delmar’s 
name. 

Just as the racers swept past the grand- 
stand, the band burst into melody, and a 
score of hilarious voices caught up the air in 
pure exuberance: 


ready. 


Gee, I wish that I had a girl— 


The black car swerved sharply on the 
turn; for an instant Delmar’s hand or eye 
failed. 

There was an appalling crash as his front 
wheel shattered against the rear of the near- 
est car, followed by a second crash, yet loud- 
er, as his machine turned completely over 
and splintered into a mere litter of frag- 
ments on the track. The other car reeled on 
and then stopped, scarcely harmed. 

The long cry of the horrified people died 
out, to leave utter silence save for the roar 
of the cars halting around the course. 

When Jack Leland could raise his head 
again, the crowd was still standing. 

“Don’t look,” warned George's strained 
voice beside him. “It was all ever at once 
for him and his mechanician. Best so: they 
had no chance.” 

But the boy did look, and saw what red 
ruin lay beneath the frightful wreck men 
were raising. 

“He said it was a duel,” he whispered 
drearily, his head turning with shock. “I 
guess the car won.”’ 

The driver of many races started to the de- 
fense of the fellow driver lying out there on 
the roadway. 


“Not. That heap of. splinters was the 
black car; mastered now. Delmar won, or 
tied.” 


A fluttering night wind stirred past, damp 
from the sea. After a Moment Jack spoke: 
“]T guess you're right. The car tried to 
get between Elsie and him, but they went 


together, after all. . Yes, Delmar won.” 


